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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


F THE MANAGERS of the New York Central Railroad have ‘‘ downed ” 
| the Knights of Labor —to use Master-Workman Powderly’s expressive 
word — they have done the public a service. An organization that is 
willing, without the slightest sign of warning, to ‘‘ tie up” and cripple one 
of the most important railroads in the country, and to subject the public 
to incalculable discomfort, annoyance, pecuniary loss and personal danger, 
deserves to be ‘‘downed” to the sub-cellar of oblivion. There is no earthly 
use in mincing words over the Knights of Labor. They have no right to 
claim the position of a respectable Labor organization. Their managers 
are a gang of bandits, got together to prey upon the public; their rank 
and file are the hopeless fools and weaklings who have not been able to 
learn the lesson of the past ten years. 
* 7 * 

The story of their latest strike is simple and instructive. The New 
York Central R. R. Company discharged some sixty-odd men who belonged 
to the Knights of Labor. According to the statement of the officials, 
these men were dismissed because they were not competent and useful 
employees. This explanation seems to us wholly satisfactory. Some of 
the newspapers have probed deeper into the matter, and have come to the 
conclusion that the men were turned off because they were found to be 
professional agitators, busying themselves with fomenting discontent among 
their fellow-workmen. This may be true or it may not be true. We can 
not see that it matters much whether it be true or false. If the men were 
trying to work against the company while they were in its employ, Vice- 
President Webb did well to discharge them. But even if they were loyal, 
he had a perfect right. legally and morally, to discharge them if they were 
incompetent, or even if they were less competent than the men whom he 
engaged to supply their places. 


* 
* * 


But they were Knights of Labor, and the power of their organization 
had to be recognized —or what would become of the salary of the Master 
Workman, (who has n’t worked in years,) and the Walking Delegates — 
who never work? So a Walking-Delegate, a man named Holland, hitherto 
unknown to fame, walked into the office of Vice-President Webb, and 
demanded that the discharged men should be reinstated. Vice-President 
Webb asked Holland if he was employed by the company. Holland was 
not employed by the company—presumably not employed by any one else. 
Vice-President Webb declined to discuss the company’s affairs with him. 
Holland walked out of the office, and ordered that the road should be 
‘tied up,” by way of spreading balm over his wounded feelings. Mark 
what sufferings must be inflicted on thousands of people, when a Walking- 
Delegate is wounded in his sensitive pride! 


* 
* * 


The Knights of Labor in the employ of the company stopped work at 
a pre-arranged signal. They left their trains where they stood. Pause 
here, to think what a dastard is a sailor who deserts a passenger-ship ; and 
to reflect that a train-hand who leaves a train to the thousand dangers of 
railway travel is ten times as dastardly a traitor to his trust. But a Knight 
of Labor does n’t mind being a dastard. These Knights, in their chival- 
rous, knightly way, left trains stalled in a tunnel; they separated mothers 
from their children, doctors from their patients, weary laborers, whose only 
crime was that they were not ‘‘Knights,” from their families; they inter- 
rupted the business of thousands of honest men; and they left car-loads of 
helpless cattle to suffer for hours and days from thirst and heat and hunger. 


* 
* 


* 

Then the Knights called on the Brotherhood of Locomotive Engineers 
and the Firemen’s Brotherhood to help them. But the Knights of Labor 
are treacherous not only to their employers, but to their brother-workmen. 
When the Brotherhood of Locomotive Engineers made their great strike 
on the Chicago, Burlington and Quincy road, better known as the C. B. & 
()., or the «*Q.” —then it was that these same Knights of Labor, wholly 
indifferent te the ‘solidarity ”” of labor, a tenet of the doctrine they had 
been preaching, rushed, from one end of the country to the other, to take 
the places of the Brotherhood workmen. That ended the «Q.” strike. It 
did not end the anger of the Brotherhood. In /47s instance, they refused 
to strike in aid of the Knights. The places of the Knights who struck 
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were filled, and — well, that is the whole of the story. What is the moral ? 
Well, there is no ove moral. The morals to this story are numerous. 
Among the most important are these: No man who serves the Public has 
a right to turn traitor to the Public: Selfish Demagogues are bound to 
carry their selfishness too far — and —the Public has some rights which 
even Labor with the biggest kind of L is bound to respect. 





Mr. John Wanamaker’s order excluding Count Tolstoi’s latest work, 
‘‘ The Kreutzer Sonata,” from the privileges of the Post Office, is only a 
new proof of his incompetency and his utter unfitness for the post that he 
occupies and that was given to him solely because he raised a large fund 
to aid in the election of President Harrison. We have no liking for «‘ The 
Kreutzer Sonata.” It is a book that is both stupid and silly. Count 
Tolstoi, who wrote it, is a Russian of remarkable industry, gifted with a 
vast and profound ignorance of all literature outside of his own works. 
Even as Pascal re-discovered the axioms of Euclid, so Count Tolstoi is 
re-discovering the social problems that have engaged the attention of 
thoughtful men for more than a century. He has delivered himself of six 
hundred of the dullest pages that ever were written, to prove that an intel- 
ligent woman who commits adultery is likely to suffer some deterioration in 
character, and to have a hard time generally. In ‘¢ The Kreutzer Sonata,” 
he has worked himself up to believing that, because some marriages are 
failures, all marriages are failures, and that celibacy is the only possible 
scheme for the moral regeneration and physical extinction of the human 


race, 


* 
* * 


Count Tolstoi owes what popularity he has in this country to the 
admiration which Mr. W. D. Howells conceived for his earlier works. 
Mr. Howells has not, to our knowledge, recommended ‘The Kreutzer 
Sonata” for general reading. We doubt if there are six sane men in the 
United States who would take this last book of Tolstoi’s seriously. It was 
a dead failure when it was put upon the market; and it would never have 
been read by any considerable number of people had it not been for the 
advertisement which Mr. John Wanamaker gave it when he issued his 


order excluding it from the mails. 


* 
* * 


It is not a book which calls for any such exclusion. It is the work of 
a man of an unbalanced mind, of a religious enthusiast, of a man who 
has, in all sincerity, conceived and formulated a doctrine which he holds to 
be the doctrine of Christ. His conception, to a sane mind, is silly and 
eminently un-Christian, but—what harm can come of his preaching it ? 

* , * 

And he preaches—quite ignorant of the fact that he has been anti- 
cipated—the Shaker doctrine of Mother Ann Lee and Elder Evans — who 
have the freedom of the mails. It can not be, therefore, that Count Tolstoi 
is Wanamakered for his opinions. And if he is denied the privileges of 
the mail because he has written a story of matrimonial infelicity and the 
weakness of poor humanity, why is it that Mr. John Wanamaker does not 
shut the mail-bags whose keys were given him by bribed voters to the 
three dozen authors sent to roast in Mr. Keppler’s cartoon? Every one of 
those three dozen has a right to a place in any library designed to contain 
standard literature. We can not suppose that Tolstoi’s book was suppressed 
because he taught Shaker doctrine. If it was suppressed for any other 
reason, every author in Mr. Keppler’s list is equally guilty. 

Most men would be shy of taking the post of Literary Censor. 


But haberdasher, proud haberdasher, 

‘* Drest in a little brief authority, * * * * * * 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
As make the angels weep." 





THERE ARE a good many 
complaints against the 
late census-takers; but it 
is pretty rough on the 
poor old boys ‘to expect 
omniscience at two cents 
a head. . 


|F THE GOVERNMENT 
would only bind up 
its reports with rough edges 
and gilt tops, how much 
more popular they would be ! 


A CERTAIN CLass — The 
Know-It-Alls. 


POLITICIANS ARE a good 

deal like shoes. You can’t 

expect the machine-made ones 
to be of the highest grade. 


THE SUMMER GIRL. 


CHARLEY Rippoxs.— Are you going to make 
a collection of leaves this Fall ? 

Minnig Mitrens.— Yes. You shall be one 
of them. 
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WHY CRONIN KILLED THE PARROT. 


Mrs. CRONIN.—Arragh fagballah! An’ phot hov yez done ? 
CRONIN. — Oi says out loud t’ mesilf phin Oi put down th’ 
sped: ‘‘Cronin, yure th’ chrazy fool;"’ an’, so sev me, he re- 


pated it afther me. Oi'’m dead shtuck an parrits, but Oi 
can’t shtand mockin'-bur-r-rds ! 


THE FOUR SEASONS. 


SPRING. 
The farmer to the city hies, 
And from his much-depleted hoard 
Pick out a meagre wad of bills 
To pay for ‘¢ads”’ of Country Board. 


SUMMER. 
The city man jumps at the lure; 
For quiet rural scenes he yearns. 
Of tan and freckles, dust and heat, 
And various insects much he learns. 


AUTUMN. 
Now comes the day for settling up, 
And many pocket-books are light; 
That one which late was lean may now 
Look round and prosperous, and tight. 





WINTER. 
The farmer in his corner sits, 
And rests himself, with much good cheer. 
The others through hard weather toil, 
So they may come again Next Year. 





G. &. Hanson. 


THOSE FAST BOATS. 
Mr. LEONARD FRANKLIN.— You came over on one of the record- 
breakers, did n’t you? 
Mr. THOMAS WHITE.—Yes, sir; seven days after we left Queens- 
town I was in my house in New York. 
Mr. LEONARD FRANKLIN.— Seven days! I thought you made the 
trip in less than six. 


Mr. THOMAS WHITE.—1’m counting the time I waited on the dock 
for my baggage. 


THE G. O. P. SEEMS to be ‘out of Plumb” on some of the tariff 
matters. 


WHY DOES N’T THE S. P. C. A. protest against the hard names 


that 
scientists give to the poor brute creation? 


WomMAN’s lament is 
‘¢T ’ve nothing to wear.” 
What really is meant is: 
«¢T ’ve nothing to air!” 


were going to a funeral yesterday, and 
I hear you went fishing! 





do if you ask them.” 


‘¢] write for fame, not for dross.” 

‘¢] see some of the American publishers 
have published editions ofyour works.” 

** Yes, seven of ’em; the beastly pirates.” 


TWO WEARY ONES. 


Mr. DAN MCGINTY.— Won't you have some beer, my dear? 


sick of water in the bottom of the sea. 


I got 


Miss ANNIE ROONEY.— No, Dan; I’m weary of the beer-gardens. 


I’ve been in them all the time for months past! 


HE MIGHT GET ONE THEN. 


‘¢Don’t you think you would enjoy love in a cottage?” 


‘*Yes; but you have n’t a cottage.” 


‘*No; but I have political aspirations, you know, and | may one day 


become President.” 


VERY PROBABLE. 


Miss BEACHPLUM.— What are the wild waves saying? 


Mr. INIGO.— ‘+I wonder why on earth those people in bathing-suits 


don’t come in!” I fancy. 


HE ATE THEM. 


EMPLOYER (sfern/y ).—You said you 


CLERK.—Well, I buried the fishes! 


IT SELDOM FAILS. 
‘¢ Don’t you smell fire?” 
‘*No; I don’t think I do.” 
‘‘] don’t either; but most people 


COPYRIGHT CHAT WITH 
CHOLMONDELY. 


A Police Court. 


THE WHISTLING GIRL. 
SHE HAS a taste for whistling, 

A taste that ’s not permissible ; 
But still I don’t object to it, 

The pucker is so kissable. 





lv 


a 


ANSWERED. 
THE MASHER OF THE 
my pretty maid ? 


GREENBRIER (the farmer's daughter). 
to put that chestnut in. 


LANE. — Where are you going, 


After a bigger pail, 
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R. TIBBITT stood on the porch of Mrs. Pennypepper’s boarding-house, 
and looked up and down the deserted Main Street of Sagawaug 
with a contented smile, the while he buttoned his driving-gloves. 
The little doctor had good cause to be content with himself 
and with everything else — with his growing practice, with his 
comfortable boarding-house, with his own good-looks, with his 
neat attire, and with the world in general. He could not but be 
content with Sagawaug, for there never was a prettier country 
town. The Doctor looked across the street and picked out the very 
house that he proposed to buy when the one remaining desire of his soul 
was gratified. It was a house with a hip-roof and with a long garden run- 
ning down to the river. 

There was ‘no one in the house to-day, but there was no one in any 

of the houses. Not even a pair of round bare arms was 


visible among the clothes that waved in the 
August breeze in every back-yard. It was 


circus day in Sagawaug. 
The Doctor was climbing into his 
gig when a yell startled him. A 
freckled boy with saucer eyes 
dashed around the corner. 


VI. 














ZENOBIA’S _INFIDELITY.* 


‘«That there elephant ’s been like my own child,” groaned the keeper. 
‘‘or my own wife, I may say. I’ve slep’ alongside of her every night for 
fourteen damn years.” 
The Doctor had been carefully examining his patient. 
“If there is any analogy —” he began. 
‘¢ Neuralogy!” snorted the indignant showman; « ’t ain’t neuralogy, 
you jay pill-box, she’s cooked /” 
“If there is any analogy,” repeated Dr. Tibbitt, flushing a little, 
‘< between her case and that of a human being, I think I can save your 
elephant. Get me a barrel of linseed oil, and drive these people away.” 
The Doctor’s orders were obeyed with eager submission. He took off 
his coat, and went to work. He had never doctored an elephant, and the 
job interested him. At the end of an hour, Zenobia’s sufferings were some- 
what alleviated. She lay on her side, chained tightly to the ground, 
and swaddled in bandages. Her groans had ceased. 
‘¢T ll call to-morrow at noon,” said the Doctor — «good 
gracious, what’s that ?” Zenobia’s trunk was play- 
ing around his waistband. 
‘¢ She wants to shake hands with you,” her 
keeper explained. ‘‘She’s a lady, she is, 
and she knows you done her good.” 
‘Td rather not do any thing 





«‘Doctor!” he gasped, 
‘<come quick! The circus 
got a-fire an’ the trick ele- 
phant ’s most roasted!” 

‘Don’t be silly, 
Johnny,” said the Doc- 
tor, reprovingly. 

‘*Hope to die — 
Honest Injun — cross 
my breast!” said the : 
boy. The Doctor knew ve 
the sacredness of this 
juvenile oath. ————ia me: 

‘Get in here with 3 7% ‘ ame PA 
me,” he said, ‘‘and if I dh ai jill iid 
(( HW 2 
lik 





find you ’re trying to be “224M 
funny, Ill drop you in the , 
river.” 

As they drove toward the 
outskirts of the town, Johnny told his tale. 

«¢ Now,” he began, ‘the folks was all out of 
the tent after the show was over, and one of the circus men, he went to the 
oil barrel in the green wagon with Dan’! in the Lion’s Den onto the outside 
of it, an’ he took in a candle an’ left it there and fust thing the barrel 
busted, an’ he was n’t hurted a bit, but the trick elephant she was burned 
awful, an’ the ring-tailed baboon, he was so scared he had a fit. Say, did 
you know baboons had fits?” 

When they reached the circus-grounds, they found a crowd around a 
small side-show tent. A strong odor of burnt leather confirmed Johnny’s 
story. Dr. Tibbitt pushed his way through the throng, and gazed upon the 
huge beast, lying on her side on the grass, her broad shoulders charred 
and quivering. Her bulk expanded and contracted with spasms of agony, 
and from time to time she uttered a moaning sound. On her head was a 
structure of red cloth, about the size of a bushel-basket, apparently in- 
tended to look like a British soldier’s forage-cap. This was secured by a 
strap that went under her chin -—if an elephant has a chin. This scarlet 
cheese-box every now and then slipped down over her eye, and the faithful 
animal patiently, in all her anguish, adjusted it with her prehensile trunk. 

By her side stood her keeper and the proprietor of the show, a large 
man with a dyed moustache, a wrinkled face, and hair oiled and frizzed. 
These two bewailed their loss alternately. 

‘¢The boss elephant in the business!” cried the showman. “Barnum 
never had no trick elephant like Zenobia. And them lynes and Dan’! was 
painted in new before I took the road this season. Oh, there’s been a 
hoodoo on me since I showed ag’inst the Sunday-school picnic !” 


* Gopyright, 1890, by Keppler & Schwarzmann.— Ad/ rights reserved. 
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of the sort,” said the Doc- 
tor, decisively. 
When Dr. Tibbitt called 
at twelve on the mor- 
: row, he found Zenobia’s 
‘ tent neatly roped in, an 
amphitheatre of circus- 
; benches constructed 
around her, and this 
amphitheatre packed 
with people. 
‘*Got a quarter apiece 
from them jays,” whisper- 





ive. ; 
yh) PA TAS ys ‘ ed the showman, ‘‘jest to see 
ZAC pen 
ie | SSM LINO dy. you dress them wownds.” 
hee re Ye Subsequently the showman 


relieved his mind to a casual 
acquaintance. ‘*He’s got 
heart like a gun-flint, that 
doctor,” he said; <‘*made me 
turn out every one of them jays 
and give ’em their money back before 

he ’d lay a hand to Zenobia.” 
But if the Doctor suppressed the clinic, 
neither he nor the showman suffered. From dawn till dusk people came 
from miles around to stare a quarter’s worth at the burnt elephant’ Once 
in a while, as a rare treat, the keeper lifted a corner of her bandages, and 
revealed the seared flesh. The show went off in a day or two, leaving 


iY. 
{ 
| 

) 


Zenobia to recover at leisure; and as it wandered westward, it did an in- 
Such, 


creased business simply because it had had a burnt trick elephant. 
dear friends, is the human mind. 

The Doctor fared even better. The fame of his 
new case spread far and wide. People seemed to 
think that if he could cure an elephant, he could 
cure any thing. He was called into consultation in 
neighboring towns. Women in robust health imagined 
ailments, so as to send for him and ask him shudder- 
ing questions about ‘that wretched animal.” The 
trustees of the orphan-asylum made him staff-phy- 
sician — in this case the Doctor thought he could 
trace a connection of ideas, in which children and a 
circus were naturally associated. And the local news- 
paper called him a savant. 

He called every day upon Zenobia, who greeted him with trumpetings 
of joyful welcome. She also desired to shake hands with him, and her 
keeper had to sit on her head and hold her trunk to repress this familiarity. 
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In two weeks she was cured, except for extensive and permanent scars, and 
she waited only for a favorable opportunity to rejoin the circus. 
The Doctor had got his fee in advance. 


* * * * * 


Upon a sunny afternoon in the last of August, Dr. Tibbitt jogged 
slowly toward Sagawaug in his neat little gig. He had 
been to Pelion, the next town, to call upon Miss 
Minetta Bunker, the young lady whom he desired 
to install in the house with the garden running 
down to the river. He had found her starting 
out for a drive in Tom Matson’s dog-cart. 
Now, the Doctor feared no foe, in medicine 
or in- love; but when a young woman is in- 
scrutable as to the state of her affections, 
when the richest young man in the county is 
devoting himself to her, and when the young 
lady’s mother is backing the rich man, a young 
country doctor may well feel perplexed and anx- 
ious over his chance of the prize. 

The Doctor was so troubled, indeed, that he paid no heed to a heavy, 
repeated thud behind him, on the macadamized road. His gentle little 
mare heard it, though, and began to curvet and prance. The Doctor was 
pulling her in, and calming her with a ‘‘Soo — Soo — down, girl, down!” 
when he interrupted himself to shout: 

* «Great Cesar! get off me!” 

Something like a yard of rubber hose had come in through the side 
of the buggy, and was rubbing itself against his face. He looked around, 
and the cold sweat stood out on him as he saw Zenobia, her chain dragging 
from her hind-foot, her red cap a-cock on her head, trotting along by the 





he went —she rushed madly through Mrs. Pennypepper’s roses to greet 
him — and his only course was to lead her out of the town before peopie 
began to get up, and to detain her in some remote meadow until he could get 
her keeper to come for her and secure her by force or stratagem. He set 
off by the least frequented streets, and he experienced a pang of horror as 
he remembered that his way led him past the house of his one professional 
rival in Sagawaug. Suppose Dr. Pettengill should be coming home or going 
out as he passed! 

He did not meet Dr. Pettengill. He did meet Deacon Burgee, who 
stared at him with more of rage than of amazement in his wrinkled coun- 
tenance. The Deacon was carrying a large 
bundle of embroidered linen and flannel, that 
must have been tied up in a hurry. 

‘¢Good morning, Deacon,” the Doctor 
hailed him, with as much ease of manner as 
he could assume. ‘‘How’s Mrs. Burgee?”’ 

‘«She’s doin’ fust rate, no thanks to no 
circus doctors!” snorted the Deacon. ‘An’ 
if you want to know any thing further con- 
cernin’ her health, you ask Dr. Pettengill. 
He’s got more sense then to go trailin’ around 
the streets with a parboiled elephant behind 
him, a-frightening wimmen-folks a hull month 
afore ther time.” 

‘¢Why, Deacon!” cried the Doctor, ‘what 
— what is it?” 

‘It’s a boy,” responded the Deacon, sternly ; 

‘sand it’s God’s own mercy that ’t wa’n’t 
born with a trunk and a tail.” 


side of his vehicle, snorting with joy, and evidently bent on lavish- s, gt? * S * * , 

ing her pliant, serpentine, but leatherly caresses upon his person. ; AA 2) : 

wae As dae mg : : , . P B The Doctor found a secluded pasture, near the woods that 
His fear vanished in a moment. The animal’s intentions P My, oom : 

. . Se a Wy a's encircled the town, and there he sat him down, in the 
were certainly pacific, to put it mildly. He reflected that Ri: ra S Fad corner of a snake-fence, to wait until some farmer or 
. ° . KK Sg ca? - a Snake-fence, fe s > Tarmer or 
if he could keep his horse ahead of her, he could toll wey ae? 

aT ey ~ market-gardener should pass by, to carry his message 


her around the block and back toward her tent. He 
had hardly guessed, as yet, the depth of the impression 
which he had made upon Zenobia’s heart, which must 
have been a large organ, if the size of her ears was 
any indication — according to the popular theory. 

He was on the very edge of the town, and his 
road took him by a house where he had a new and 
highly valued patient, the young wife of old Deacon 
Burgee. Her malady being of a nature that per- 
mitted it, Mrs. Burgee was in the habit of sitting at 
her window when the Doctor made his rounds, and indicat- 
ing the satisfactory state of her health by a bow and a smile. 

On this occasion she fled from the window with a shriek. Her mother, 
a formidable old lady under a red faise-front, came to the window, shrieked 
likewise, and slammed down the sash. 

The Doctor tolled his elephant around the block without further mis- 
adventure, and they started up the road toward Zenobia’s tent, Zenobia 
caressing her benefactor while shudders of antipathy ran over his frame. 
In a few minutes, the keeper hove in sight. Zenobia saw him first, blew a 
shrill blast on her trumpet, close to the Doctor’s ear, bolted through a snake- 
fence, lumbered across a turnip-field, and disappeared in a patch of woods, 
leaving the Doctor to quiet his excited horse and to face the keeper, 

who advanced with rage in his eye. 
Po > «What do you mean, you cuss,” he 
ZZ began, ‘‘ weaning a man’s elephant’s 
affections away from him? You ain’t 
got no more morals than a Turk, 
you ain’t. That elephant an’ me has 
been side-partners for fourteen years, 

an’ here you come between us.” 

‘¢] don’t want your confounded 
elephant,” roared the Doctor; ‘ why 
don’t you keep it chained up?” 

‘¢She busted her chain to git after you,” 
replied the keeper. ‘‘Oh, I seen you two 
lally-gaggin’ all along the road. 1 knowed 

you wa’n’t no good the first time I set eyes on 

yer, a-sayin’ hocdoo words over the poor dumb beast.” 
The Doctor resolved to banish ‘‘ analogy” from his vocabulary. 






* * * * * 


The next morning, about four o’clock, Dr. Tibbitt awoke with a trou- 
bled mind. He had driven home after midnight from a iate call, and he 
had had an uneasy fancy that he saw a great shadowy bulk ambling along 
in the mist-hid fields by the roadside. He jumped out of bed and went to 
the window. Below him, completely covering Mrs. Pennypepper’s nastur- 
tium bed, her prehensile trunk ravaging the early chrysanthemums, stood 
Zenobia, swaying to and fro, the dew glistening on her seamed sides be- 
neath the early morning sunlight. The Doctor hastily dressed himself and 
slipped downstairs and out, to meet this Frankenstein’s monster of affection. 

There was but one thing to do. Zenobia would follow him wherever 





to the keeper. He had another message to send, 
too. He had several cases that must be attended to 
at once. Unless he could get away from his pachy- 
dermatous familiar, Pettengill must care for his cases 
that morning. It was hard—but what was he to do? 
Zenobia stood by his side, dividing her attention 
between the caresses she bestowed on him and the 
care she was obliged to take of her red cap, which 
was not tightly strapped on, and slipped in various 
= directions at every movement of her gigantic head. 
, See She was unmistakably happy. From time to time she 
trumpeted cheerily. She plucked up tufts of grass, and 
offered them to the Doctor. He refused them, and she ate them herself. 
Once he took a daisy from her, absent-mindedly, and she was so greatly 
pleased that she smashed his hat in her endeavors to pet him. The Doctor 
was a kind-hearted man. He had to admit that Zenobia meant well. He 
patted her trunk, and made matters worse. Her elephantine ecstasy came 
near being the death of him. 

Still the farmer came not, nor the market-gardener. Dr. Tibbitt be- 
gan to believe that he had chosen a meadow that was /ve secluded. At last 
two boys appeared. After they had stared at him and at Zenobia for half- 
an-hour, one of them agreed to produce Dr. Pettengill and Zenobia’s 
keeper for fifty cents. Dr. Pettengill was the first to arrive. He refused to 
come nearer than the furthest limit of the pasture. 

‘* Hello, Doctor,” he called out, ‘*hear you ’ve been seeing elephants. 
Want me to take your cases? Guess I can. Got a half-hour free. Brought 
some bromide down for you, if you ’d like to try it.” 

To judge from his face, Zenobia was invisible. But his presence 
alarmed that sensitive animal. She crowded up close to the fence, and 
every time she flicked her skin to shake off the flies she endangered the 
equilibrium of the Doctor, who was sitting on the top rail, for dignity’s 
sake. He shouted his directions to his colleague, who shouted back profes- 
sional criticisms. 

‘Salicylate of soda for that old woman? What’s the matter with 
salicylate of cinchonia? Don’t want to kill her be- 
fore you get out of this swamp, do you?” 

Dr. Tibbitt was not a profane man; but 
at this moment he could not restrain himself. , 

‘* Damn you!” he said, with such vigor We 
that the elephant gave a convulsive start.  Lecv¥ 
The Doctor felt his seat depart from under a 
him — he was going — going into space for 
a brief moment, and then he scrambled up 
out of the soft mud of the cow-wallow back 
of the fence on which he had been sitting. 
Zenobia had backed against the fence. 

The keeper arrived soon after. He had only 
reached the meadow when Zenobia lifted her trunk in 
the air, emitted a mirthful toot, and struck out for the woods with the 
cumbersome gallop of a mastodon pup. 
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‘¢ Dern you,” said the keeper to Dr. Tibbitt, who was trying to fasten 
his collar, which had broken loose in his fall; ‘‘if the boys was here, and I 
hollered ‘ Hey Rube!’ — there would n’t be enough left of yer to spread 
a plaster fer a baby’s bile!” 

The Doctor made himself look as decent as the situation allowed, and 
then he marched toward the town with the light of a firm resolve illumi- 
nating his face. The literature of his childhood had come to his aid. He 
remembered the unkind tailor who pricked the elephant’s trunk. It seemed 
to him that the tailor was a rather good fellow. 

‘‘If that elephant’s disease is gratitude,” thought the Doctor, «I ’ll 
give her an antidote.” 

He went to the drug-store, and, as he went, he pulled out a blank pad 
and wrote down a prescription, from mere force of habit. It read thus: 


PESSELS & MORTON, 


DRUGGISTS, 
Commercial Block, Main Street, Sagawaug. 


aay- PRESCRIPTIONS CAREFULLY COMPOUNDED. <@a 
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When the druggist looked at it, he was taken short of breath. 
‘¢ What ’s this?” he asked — ‘¢a bombshell?” 
«Put it up,” said the Doctor, ‘¢and don’t talk so much.” He lingered 
nervously on the druggist’s steps, looking up and down the street. 
He had sent a boy to order the stable-man to harness his gig. 
By-and-by, the druggist put his head out of the door. 
«I’ve got some asafcetida pills,” he said, ‘‘that are kind 
o’ tired, and half a pound of whale-oil soap that ’s 
higher ’n Haman —” 
«¢Put’em in,” said the Doctor, grimly, as he saw 
\ Zenobia coming in sight far down the street. 







She came up while the Doctor was waiting 

for the bolus. Twenty-three boys were watching 

them, although it was only seven o’clock in the 
morning. 

«¢ Down, Zenobia!” said the Doctor, thoughtlessly, as 
he might have addressed a dog. He was talking with 
the druggist, and Zenobia was patting his ear with her 
\ trunk. Zenobia sank to her knees. The Doctor did not 

notice her. She folded her trunk about him, lifted him to her 
back, rose, with a heave and a sway, to her feet, and started up the road. 
The boys cheered. The Doctor got off on the end of an elm-branch. His 
descent was watched from nineteen second-story windows. 

His gig came to meet him at last, and he entered it and drove rapidly 
out of town, with Zenobia trotting contentedly behind him. As soon as he 
had passed Deacon Burgee’s house, he drew rein, and Zenobia approached, 
while his perspiring mare stood on her hind-legs. 

«¢ Zenobia — pill!” said the Doctor. 

As she had often done in her late illness, Zenobia opened her mouth 
at the word of command, and swallowed the infernal bolus. Then they 
started up again, and the Doctor headed for Zenobia’s tent. 

But Zenobia’s pace was sluggish. She had been dodging about the 
woods for two nights, and she was tired. When the Doctor whipped up, 
she seized the buggy by any convenient projection, and held it back. This 
damaged the buggy and frightened the horse; but it accomplished Zeno- 
bia’s end. It was eleven o’clock before Jake Bumgardner’s ‘‘ Half-Way- 
House” loomed up white, afar down the dusty road, and the Doctor knew 
that his round-about way had at length brought him near to the field where 
the circus-tent had been pitched. 


He drove on with a lighter heart in his bosom. He had not heard 





PUCK. 


Zenobia behind him, for some time. He did not know what had become 
of her, or what she was doing, but he learned later. 
The Doctor had compounded a pill well-calculated to upset Zenobia’s . 
stomach. That it would likewise give her a consuming thirst he had not 
considered. But chemistry was; 
doing its duty without regard! 
to him. A thirst like a fur-- 
nace burned within Zeno-- 
bia. Capsicum and chlor-- 
ide of lime were doing: 
their work. She gasped! 
and groaned. She search-. 
ed for water. She filled! 
her trunk at a wayside: 
trough and poured the: 
contents into her mouth. 
Then she sucked up a puddle 
or two. Then she came to Bumgard- 
ner’s, where a dozen kegs of lager-beer and a keg of what passed at Bum- 
gardner’s for gin stood on the sidewalk. Zenobia’s circus experience had 
taught her what a water-barrel meant. She applied her knowledge. With 
her forefoot she deftly staved in the head of one keg after another, and 
with her trunk she drew up the beer and the gin, and delivered them to 
her stomach. If you think her taste at fault, remember the bolus. 
Bumgardner rushed out and assailed her with a bung-starter. She 
turned upon him and squirted lager-beer over him until he was covered 
with an iridescent lather of foam from head to foot. Then she finished 


the kegs and went on her way, to overtake the Doctor. 
* * * * * 





The Doctor was speeding his mare merrily along, grateful for even a 
momentary relief from Zenobia’s attentions, when, at one and the same 
time, he heard a heavy, uncertain thumping on the road behind him, and 
the quick patter of a trotter’s hoofs on the road ahead of him. He glanced 
behind him first, and saw Zenobia. She swayed from side to side, more 
than was her wont. Her red cap was far down over her left eye. Her 
aspect was rakish, and her gait was unsteady. The Doctor did not know it, 
but Zenobia was drunk. 

Zenobia was sick, but intoxication dominated her sickness. Even 
sulphide of calcium withdrew courteously before the might of beer and gin. 
Rocking from side to side, reeling across the road and back, trumpeting in 
imbecile inexpressive tones, Zenobia advanced. 

The Doctor looked forward. Tom Matson sat in his dog-cart, with 
Miss Bunker by his side. His horse had caught sight of Zenobia, and he 
was rearing high in air, and whinnying in terror. 

Before Tom could pull him down, he made a 
sudden break, overturned the dog-cart, and 
flung Tom and Miss Minetta Bunker on a 
bank by the side of the road. It wasa 

soft bank, well-grown with mint and sting- 
ing-nettles, just above a creek. Tom 
had scarce landed before he was up 
and off, running hard across the 
fields. Miss Minetta rose and looked 
at him with fire in her eyes. 

*¢ Well!” she said aloud; 

‘1 ’d like Mother to see you zow /” 

The Doctor had jumped out of his 
gig and let his little mare go galloping up the 
road. He had his arm about Miss Minetta’s waist when he turned to face 
his familiar demon — which may have accounted for the pluck in his face. 

But Zenobia was a hundred yards down the road, and she was utterly 
incapable of getting any further. She trumpeted once or twice, then she 
wavered like a reed in the wind; her legs weakened under her, and she 
sank on her side. Her red cap had slipped down, and she picked it up 
with her trunk, broke its band in a reckless swing that resembled the wave 
of jovial farewell, gave one titanic hiccup, and fell asleep by the road-side. 

* + * * * 









An hour later, Dr. Tibbitt was driving toward Pelion, with Miss 
Bunker by his side. His horse had been stopped at the toll-gate. He 
was driving with one hand. Perhaps he needed the other to show how 


they could have a summer-house in the garden that ran down to the river. 
* * * 7 * 


But it was evening when Zenobia awoke to find her keeper sitting on 
her head. He jabbed a cotton-hook firmly and decisively into her ear, 
and led her homeward down the road lit by the golden sunset. That was 
the end of Zenobia’s infidelity. 

H. C. Bunner. 
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AT TEETOTAL ASBURY PARK. 
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BATHING MASTER. — Have to git off the beach with that (A Moment Later.) 
there camera, Mister; them 's the orders. The bathers has ‘* excuse my mistake, Mister; this jest hits the spot 
been complainin’ of you fellers lately. —my regards!" 








SAWDUST. ; STRUCK IT FIRST CLIP. 
LITTLE DAISY PARKS (ex her first visit to her country ‘¢ Papa, are there lots of lots out in Boomtown ?” 
uncle ).—Oh, Mama, what a lovely place! Look at ‘“¢ Yes, my boy. Millions of ’em.” 
that splendid wide field full of beautiful flowers. ‘¢ Boomtown ’s something of a lottery then, ain’t it?” 
‘¢No, child; that is common white weed.” You bet it is,” said Papa, fervently. 
‘¢But just see the piles of great, big, yellow 
oranges lying in the grass.” yw WM INTELLECTUAL PLEASURES. 
“cc > ins.”’ Y/ y j \ 
me, Giae, Guinn wee guenghins. i i ff | Mr. JOLONEL.—You seem to be 
‘«<Well, then, look at the trees jf fa fi yy . ince . rr 
; oes jt jb yi, MY intensely interested in the paper this 
full of lovely ripe cherries. “he Yf y a eee : ; 
: : ss Af V4 Y V/ morning, my dear. Do you find any 
‘¢ Those are nothing but red leaves, my pet. OO wil | jy thing pleasant ? 
r (apy, . »r eves ).—Mama, g asi : 
Daisy (with tears in her eyes ).—Mama Mrs. JOLONEL.— Oh, lots! Here 


you look at the mean side of every- 
thing. Next thing, you ’ll be saying 
Uncle George is not Uncle George at 
all; but some horrid old tramp. 


Bel Thistlethwatte. 


are four murders, an clopement, and 
a divorce case on the very first page! 


/ 
we ETIQUETTE. 
—- iy f 7 Bh \\ } = Fay Yy, ‘*She is the greatest stickler for 
: politeness. Why, she won't even have 
a compass in the house.” 
‘“*Why not?” 
‘ Because it points.’ 


QUICK AT REPARTEE. 


CITIZEN. — “A_ gift blindeth 
the eye.” zi 
PRESIDENT.— But not the eye Sh 
to business. : 
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ARBITRATION GIVES two parties : 
the halves of a pretty stale 
and bitter loaf. 
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AT THE TEA TABLE. 
YOUNGEST BROTHER.—1I saw a 
two-headed calf at the circus. 
YOUNGEST SISTER.—That’s noth- 
ing. I saw a two-headed woman out 


SoME MEN stand on principles, 
others trample on them. The 
latter, naturally, make the most 


in the hammock last night. (ETHEL noise. 
and MR. ARDEN 6lush confusedly.) — 
— : ap PT SociETy LEADERS are in the swim 
. . - sn everywhere but at the seaside. 
‘Did you go to the reception?” asked ro re deemanes } 
the Telegraph-wire of the Lamp-post. HOLLIs HoLwortay (Harvard 91). — Have la rival ? lF ORGANIZATION could only «tie up” 
‘©No. Where was it?” BELLA SANDs.—I think you have. George Betts is this whole world into hostile camps 


very attentive to her. 
HoLuis HOLWoRTHY. —Is Betts a Yale man? 


‘‘At the Subway’s. They had quite a that would do nothing for each other, we 
blow-out I heard.” ane n Cnaitin won tins Caleniiiie might all obstinately starve to death to- 
‘¢ They did n’t invife me. I guess they Senne: Meme nThentsaudel Wenn gether in a fortnight —and solve the labor 


knew I could n’t get down.” admit of rivalry except with Yale men. problein for all time. 
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WANAMAKER’S 
PATENT PICTORIAL BLOCKS OF FIVE. 
To Teach the Alphabet of Political Morality. 













BUY THE | 
ENCYCLOPEDIA BRITANNICA} — 
STOLEN, BUT MORAL. 
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“TRIUMPHANT 
HYPOCRISY.” 


A STORY 
for the 
SUNSAY-SCHOOL. 


JERY RUN MAD. 
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“THE STAMP THAT WON’T STICK; 
OR, 
HOW TO BECOME POSTMASTER - GENERAL.” 
By J. W-N-M-K-R. 









































“HOW TO MAKE 


A PRESIDENT.” 
By 
W. W. DUDLEY. 
A HINT TO THE G. 0. P. 
FOR 1892. 


“IT WON'T WASH; 
OR, 
THE STORY 
OF A 
COTTAGE BY 
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MY SUCCESS AS A PLAYWRIGHT. 


‘’ ALL happened at the hotel where we were spending the Summer. The 
| ladies of the place were very much interested in some local charitable 
institution ; and, because it gave them something to do, the young people 
decided to have a dramatic entertainment. If there is any thing in the 
world calculated to distress. a sensitive mind it is 
amateur theatricals; but because I happened to 
be a dramatic critic on a city paper, the insti- 
gators of the conspiracy did not credit me with 
having a sensitive mind, and appointed me Master 
of Ceremonies, and put all the hard work on my 
shoulders. 

I will pass over all the early stages, spent in 
rehearsals and sorrow, and go at once to the ‘ busi- 
ness,” as the phrase is. You probably have never 
scen the play, because I wrote it myself, and proba- 
bly never will; but for fine dramatic effect I challenge 
Sardou to produce its equal. There was a crescendo 
movement all through, and the climax was reached 
when the heroine, deliberately and with malice afore- 
thought, declines the hero and confesses a love for 
the villain. It was a work of art, even if I do write 
it myself; for being, as I have said, a dramatic critic, 
I am ina position to state. [ will narrate the events of 
that evening in their proper sequence. 

! The dining-room of the hotel, which was given up for the 

occasion, was crowded to suffocation, and the audience were 
kept in a state of alarm before the rising of the curtain by the advent of a 
couple of bats. At length the curtain rose, and the audience forgot the 
bats and the performers their lines; but the prompter soon set them 
straight, and the first act went off as merrily as a marriageable belle. 
At the close of the second act the hero and the heroine were discovered 
alone. The play ran in this wise: 

HrRo.— My own. (Silence on the part of HEROINE.) 

HERO.— My own. (Continued silence on the stage, great applause 
in the audience.) 

I might remark, ev passant, that the heroine in real life dearly adcred 
the hero, whose real name was Peter; but somehow cr another there 
seemed to be a crab-like retrograde movement on the part of Peter in the 
matrimonial line. Peter’s stage-name was-Reginald. 

To continue: 

HERO.—My own. (Sigh from the HEROINE. 
Sollowed by silence.) 

HERO (in desperation). —1 have long 
waited for this chance, my own, (applause, ) 
and now I come to cast myself at 
Beauty’s feet, and ask of her the love of 
a true and trusting woman. (Prolonged 
applause.) 

I was standing in the flies directly 
opposite to the heroine, and saw her 
eyes fixed on the ceiling in a rapt way. 
She did not speak her lines as she 
should have done, but continued her 
gaze above, and after a moment the 
Hero went on: 

«Wilt thou marry me?” (Con- 
tinued gaze by HEROINE, who evi- 
dently imagined the scene to be real.) 

HERO.—Wilt thou marry me? 


f 
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(Applause. ) 

PROMPTER.— No. (HEROINE 
silent. ) 

PROMPTER. — NO! (Audi- 


ence laughs.) 

HERO (getting nervous). — Wilt 
thou marry me? 

HEROINE (suddenly awaking from 
her day dream ).—Oh, Pete, yes! (Com- 
pany behind scenes roars.) 

Now, what could I do but ring 
the curtain down, and then get mad? 
The play was spoiled, knocked endwise, 
so to speak, at the critical moment 
when she ought to have refused him, in- 
stead of being so awfully worldly common- 
place. el 

But as that was the end of that act, a“ 
the curtain had to come down anyhow, 
and the company gave another act without 
any support from me, and finished amid 
wild enthusiasm. 

They killed the villain, killed my play, 
and had lots of fun among themselves, and per cend. 
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AByY.— How much? 
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FIN AND FINANCE. 


ABY.— How you tells ven you geds a bite, Popper? 
FELDHEIMER.— Der line goes down a liddle. 


FELDHEIMER (adstractedly).—Aboud one unt a helluf 
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AT THREE O’CLOCK IN THE MORNING. 


Voice ( from inside the safe).— Don't uSe powder, boys. 
I might get hurt. 

GLOOZEY, THE NIPPER.—Who are you? 

Voicre.— The assistant cashier. The door snapped to 


on me about ten minutes ago. 


the audience took it all in. But the hardest blow was afterward, when a 
lady came up to me and said: 
‘¢Oh, that play of yours was perfectly delicious; and so full of sur- 
prises — particularly the last act.” 
And that is why I have never written another play. 





Flavel Scott Mines. 


GALLANT. 


Miss BEACHCOMB.—The sea airs are delightful. 
Mr. BILLOWS.—Perhaps so; but they can’t com- 
pare with the sea heiresses. 


NOT CLIMATIC. 


ENGLISHMAN.—I notice that Ameri- 
. can women, as a rule, have rather 
harsh voices. It comes from the 
climate, I presume. 

AMERICAN. — N—o, I guess 
it comes from bossing. 





NO DUDE. 
COLD - VICTUAL BILLY. — Say, 
Ma’am, could n’t yer gimme an old 


vest? 

Mrs. GOODSOLE.—Why, I should 
n’t think you’d want one with that 
flannel shirt. 

BILLY (stiffening).— Madam, do 
you suppose I want to look like one 
of those dude tourists? 


A NECESSARY ACCCMPANIMENT. 


EMINENT ORCHESTRA LEADER. — 
Vat? You nod care for dot Sherman 
classic moosic. 

AMERICAN KICKER.—No, I don’t. | 
think it’s abominably poky and tiresome. 

EMINENT ORCHESTRA LEADER. — 
Shoost you drink vifteen or dwenty 
glasses off peer und you enjoy dot moosic 















































IN THE ADIRONDACKS. 


Mr. LEONARD FRANKLIN 
(who has just ordered some brook 
trout, and is eating with great 
relish).— Ah, what a treat it is to 
get some fish that are really 
fresh! I'll bet you these were in 
the water an hour ago.— 


AULD LANG SYNE. 


Eva.—ls there any relationship 
between you and Jack Hudson? 

MARIE. — No— that is, yes. 
He was the first man I ever was 
engaged to. 


[T Is AN amiable thing to organize a 
railroad strike that helps to deprive city 
children of fresh milk in Summer. How- 
ever, as children are not ‘‘ organized,” they 
probably have no rights that the Unions are 
bound to respect. 









THE GALLANT SIXTY-NINTH. 


‘**So you've been to Peekskill, Sergeant Mul- 
ligan. Did you enjoy yourself ? 

“Sure Oi had a foine toime.” 

‘‘But you must feel tired after carrying a 
heavy gun around so much.” 

‘* Phoy, it was twoist as easy as carryin’ bricks." 





A TRIBUTE 


From an Admiring Subscriber Who has Paid Seven 
Years in Advance. 


| DEEM IT a great piece of luck 
Securing this long lease of PUCK. 

As a great moral lever known some, 

With which in hand I’m never lonesome, 

The leader in the merry van, 

For censor grave the very man, 

All shams not worth a copper, pricking, 

On knaves bestowing proper kicking. 

Each week, on high-tide, without fail 

It sails again, and gains a sale. 

Would I acquaintance sever? 

It can be — shall be never so. 


No! 





I cherish PucK if ever man did, 
And trust my praise is sweet, for it is candid. | 








- Holy smoke, my tooth! 
MR. THOMAS WHITE.— What 's matter, dear 
boy? Struck a bone? 
MR. LEONARD FRANKLIN (ruefully ).—No ; solder ! 


IT MUST HAVE BEEN GIVEN TO HIM. 


HEELER. — It is now asserted that Harrison 

paid for his cottage at Cape May. 
WHEELER. — Indeed. I wonder who made 
him a present of the money to do it with. 





DURING THE DRY SEASON. | 
FANNY (after ringing the door- | 

bell).—Just look at the dust on | 

our shoes, Ethel. I hate to go 


~~ 2 into Mrs. Maldilame’s parlor 
aj looking so. 
yy Aw ETHEL.—Just turn your head 


the other way, Fanny. 

FANNY (fwo seconds later). 
—Why-ee! Ethel Simpkins, 
where ’s all that dust that was 
on your shoes? 

ETHEL (whispering ).—On 
my stockings. 


ELDER SHEPARD says in very 

loud type that ‘it is natural 

for the patriotic citizens of a re- 

public to be republicans.” This | 

would seem to make it lawful for | 

the patriotic citizens of a democracy to | 
be democrats. 





PREPARE FOR TRAVELING 


DURING THE WARM WEATHER BY OBTAINING 
A BOTTLE OF 


Red: Prows 


- 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
ESTABLISHED 1822. 


THE BEST IN THE WORLD. 


LOOK OUT FOR THE RED LABEL ADOPTED TO 
MEET FRAUDS. 





DECKER 


BROTHERS” 
PIANOS 


33 UNION SQUARE 









New York 


he | 
Daylight 


Its name is not 

so much of an exag- 
geration as such 
names usually are. 
Piano, Banquet and 
Table sizes. 


Lamp. 


Made by The Craighead 
& Kintz Co., 33 Barclay 
St., New York. Ask 
your Lamp dealer for it 
or send to the Daylight 
Lamp Co.,38 Park Place, 
N.Y., for more informa- 
tion. 
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The Finest and Best Razor in the World is: 








6/., 7/, inch widths. 


in 3/5, ‘ TR) Pts 


(5-12 size.) 


Full Hollow Ground and Warranted in every respect. 
| Sold by all the leading Cutlery and Hardware dealers; 
on receipt of price mailed free to any address by the 


THE KNIGHTS OF LABOR might en- | 

gage the Hon. T. B. Reed to draft | 

some measure that would be strong | 
enough to bully the souls out of rail- 


| 
way managers. 


manufacturers, 


KOELLER & SCHMITZ CUTLERY C0,, 


92 READE ST., NEW YORK. 








THE CELEBRATED 


PIANOS 


Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y¥. 


CHICAGO, ILL., 236 State Street. 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., Union Club B’d’g. 
MANSAS CITY, MO., 1123 Main Street. 


Rowland’ 
_QOdonto 


PURE Be pRAGRART. NON-GRITTY TOOTH POWDER, 
HITENS THETEETH, PREVENTS AND ARRESTS DE. 
tar. HARDENS THE GUMS AND SWEETENS THE 
BREATH. ASK DRUGGISTS FOR RO el ay ODONTO, 
OF 20 HATTON GARDEN, LONDON, ENGLAND. 











All hats bearing this trade 
mark are our own special styles 
and make. Represented by 
Agents in all Parts of the U. S. 


— RETAIL STORES, — 


mer 147 Broadway & 4 Astor Place 
Sn eA NEW YORK. 


wy, 2%) 
ELLED Factory, 
es 77 Grand Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


7 Londionte 
oat mia 


- SPARKLING AND STILL. 
Radically cures 


RHEUMATISM, GOUT, 
DYSPEPSIA, GRAVEL, 


And all Kidney complaints. 
400 Physicians agree that it Is the best water on the market. 
Main Office, Nashua, N. H. New York, 323 Broadway. 
Send for Pamphlet. 
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IDAHO IS ADMITTED 


To the Union of States. 

Boise City is its permanent capital, established by the con- 
stitution. A city of orchards and gardens, surrounded by beauti- 
ful farms; backed by a range of mountains full of trout streams 
and covered with fragrant pines. Its business growing in every 
direction. Free government land. Come and see, or send for 


illustrated pamphlets to 
930* bo OARD OF TRADE, Boise my, | ae 


SALT LAKE GITY. 


ONE OF THE GREAT FIVE. 


New York, Chicago, De Denver, Salt Lake City 
and San Francisco. 


Midway between Denver and San Francisco; 700 miles from 
either, Destined to become one of the great commercial centers. 
Business Opportunities 
are large in Real Estate, Investments, 8 and 1o per cent. Mort- 
gages, Iron, Coal and Silver Mining, Woolen Mills, Glass Works, 
Paper Mills, Chemical Works, Mineral Paint, Natural Gas, Oil, 
Potteries, Slate, Asphaltum, Stone Quarries, Boot and Shoe 
Factories, and Wholesale houses, all lines. Our people will assist 
Manufacturing Enterprises and also buy the goods. Combine 
pleasure with investigation of the grandest business opportunitics, 





| 








and come to Salt Lake City this Summer. Illustrated Pamphiets, | 


Special Tourist ae and wee ic information desired, mailed 
free. Address, AT EXCHANGE, Sale 
Lake City, U = 929* 





* THE STAR BANJO x 


Is made on entirely new prin- 
ciples and produces the most de- 
ae ag quality of tone combined 
with the greatest volume and 
carrying power, sy | it the 
finest instrument extant for stage 
or parlor use. Price list mailed free. 


LYON & HEALY, CHICAGO. 





CHICAGO ® @BOSTON: 
CAT. ALOGus 
SENT FREE 





| 
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SCENE AT AN ANNISTON DEPOT. 
ANXIOUS INQUIRER.—I have called to ask 


about a car-load of merchandise shipped to me | 


from city. It should have been here in June, 
over a month ago. 

FREIGHT REPRESENTATIVE.— Freight paid? 

ANXIOUS INQUIRER. — Yes; and delivery 
promised in ten days. 

FREIGHT REPRESENTATIVE.—When did you 
say it was shipped? 

ANXIOUS INQUIRER.— In June. 





FREIGHT REPRESENTATIVE (turning over his | 


vecords ).—What year? 
ANXIOUS INQUIRER swoons. FREIGHT 
REPRESENTATIVE /ights a fresh cigar.— An- 


| mtston Hot Blast. 


THE LIGHTNING’S TEMERITY. 


‘Look here! Who told you to strike?” asked 
| the walking delegate of the lightning. 

‘¢ Nobody; I struck because I felt like it,” re- 
plied the _ in a flash.— West Shore. 


MOTHERS BE SURE AND USE MRS. WINSLOW’S SOOTH- 
ING SYRUP for Children Teething. It soothes the child, softens the 
xums, allays all pain, cures wind colic and diarrhea. 25 cents a bottle, 








DELICATE, DELIGHTFUL, LASTING AND ECONOMICAL. 


its fragrance is J of the opening buds of Spring. Once used 
ou will have no other. 


Sold Sivanqrecane, Tey It. 








Shun Misrepresentations and Inferior Substitutes Offered. 




















THE busy little bee works by the job, but he | 


does just as good work as if he labored by the 
day.— The Epoch. 





WEIS & CO., 


Manufacturers of Meerschaum Pipes, 
Smokers’ Articles, etc., wholesale and re- 
tail. 399 Broadway, N. Y. Factories, 
69 Wa er Street, and Vienna, Austria. 
Sterling Silver- mounted Pipes and Bowls 
made up in newest designs. Circular Free. 
Please mention Puck. 259* 







AT Uncle Sam and Aunt Columbia think, etc., of 
Wishing once setae es 





HENRY LINDENMEYR, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


Nos. 15 & 17 BEEKMAN STREET. ° 
BRANCH, 31, 33, 35 & 37 East Houston Sr. ‘ New YorK. 
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CALL RIGHT: 





























CRAZIER THAN WE ARE. 


| 
The following, from the Southern Ulster, published at 


Highland, evinces the fact that the editor is crazier than 
we are. We would be pleased to exchange, if his paper 
continues, or if financial disaster overtakes the sheet, let 
him get himself committed; a position awaits him in this 


Office : 

—Tilsun’s house will be constraad son for gettin to liv, 
an being in a grater hous an ruiney, and go out does on 
top that's one modrn tmprove over al in Hilfn here. 

y anme Shearmen is comming with his Chimney up when 
he gets a little higher you will see his hat go off. 
Excitement causes that at times. 

Gossips hev missed Evolution and lost eternal fitness; 
but hev turned down the back Alley of Devilution snd root 
like pigs, soopremely happy in pollution! 

I got this from Ant Pollys talk to a nabor woman who 
some day may want her tongu cooled: wher there aint no 
water, Ant Polly is hard-shell she" most foaks talk most 
about. 


Ther nabers & fergit their oan souls- "She is allers 
talkin ia this way She is a good woman, like Dorcus Youm 
for reform Peter Brown.— Zhe Conglomerate. 

SELECTING A PART. 

CHICAGO ACTRESS.—I should like to have a 
part in your revival of «‘ Cinderella.” 

THEATRICAL MANAGER.— Do you think you 
can play the part of Cinderella? 

CHICAGO ACTRESS.— N-o-0; but 1’d do beau- 
tifully as one of the sisters whom Cinderella’s 
shoes would n’t fit.— Mew York Weekly. 

“* DANDRUFF should never 
be neglected, because its natur- 


al end is in BALDNESS.” 


‘*The persistence of 
ITCHING is peace-de- 
stroying and exhausting 
to the vital powers.” 


SCRATCHING is no! 


nice, nor half as satisfying as 


il a SHAMPOO with 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP 


It is pure, mild, curative, and the ideal toilet soap. 
Physicians recommend its use as a preventive of, and 
remedy for dandruff, itching, baldness, and skin diseases. 
Invaluable to travelers. 25 cents. All Druggists, or 


THE PACKER MFG. CO., 100 Fulton St., N.Y. 


aa- Sample, to cents, stamps. Mention Puck, 













SUMMER RESORTS. 





This Popular and Select Hotel has been opened for 

the Season of 1890 on Saturday, June atst. 

To its former patrons, and others who desire to investi- 
ate its advantages, full particulars and plans will be 
rnished on application at the Howland Hotel, or at the 

Albemarle Hotel, Madison Square, New York. 


Of Janvrin & Wa tsp, Propr’s HENRY WALTER, 
Albemarle Hotel, N. Proprietor. 
WILD WEST 


“2 ¥" BOWERY BAY BEACH 


The Most Beautiful and Popular Family Resort. 

Only twenty minutes’ sail from New York. DAUELY by elegant Steam- 
boats from East 99th St., 12 M., 2,4,6,8P.M. Also from Harlem Bridge, 
130th St. and 3d Ave., 10, 12 A. M., 2, 3:30, 5, 7 P. M., directly to Grand Pier, 
Bowery Bay Beach. Fare 10c. ; children half price. Also by horse rail- 
road from East 92d and 34th St. Ferries, New York. R. R. fare 5 cents. 
SUNDAYS, from East 99th St., 10, 11 A. M., 12 M., 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 8 P. M. 
Also from Harlem Bridge, 130th St. and 3d Ave.., 10 and 12 4 M., then 
Half-hourly to 10 Pp. M. directly to Grand Pier, Bowery Bay Beach. 
Fare 10c., children half price. Also by horse railroad from 92d St. (Astoria) 
ferry, from 6 A. M. until midnight. Fare 10 cents. 945 


NOTHING ELSE. 
SHE (thinking of ante-matrimonial days ).— 
What does this coffee remind you of? 
HE (tasting it critically ).— \t reminds me of 
coffee, but that is all.— West Shore. 
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REMEDIES would receive. 


remedies ? 
Everything 





about the 


parents. 





all similar remedies. 


Cuticura 
Remedies invites the confidence of 
They are absolutely pure, and 
may be used on the youngest infants. 
They are agreeable to the most sensitive. 
They afford instant relief in the severest 
forms of agonizing, itching, and burning 
skin and scalp diseases, and are by far the 
most economical (because so speedy) of 
There can be no doubt that they daily periorm more 


If Little Babies 


Could Write 


HAT a host of grateful letters the proprietors of the CuTICURA 
How their little hearts would overflow 
inink. Zhey know what they have suffered 
from itching and burning eczemas and 
other itching, scaly, blotchy, and pimply 
skin and scalp diseases before the Cuti- 
cura Remedies were applied. Par- 
ents, are you doing right by your little ones 
to delay a moment longer the use of these 
great skin cures, blood purifiers, and humor 

















great cures than all other skin and blood remedies combined. Mothers and ; 
children are among their warmest friends. (G3~ Summer, when the pores 
open freely, is the best time to cure skin diseases. 


“ ALL ABOUT THE SKIN” mailed free to any address, 64 pages, 300 Diseases, 50 Illustrations, 100 
Testimonials. A book of priceless value to mothers, affording information not obtainable elsewhere. 


Corporation, Boston, Mass., U.S.A. 


Pimples, Blackheads, 


Cuticura Remepigs are sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, the Great Skin Cure, soc. ; 
cura Soap, an Exquisite Skin Purifier and Beautifier, 25c.; CuricurA RESOLVENT, the greatest of 
Blood Purifiers and Humor Remedies, $1.00. Prepared by the Potrer DruG anp CHEMICAL 


Cuti- 


red, rough, and oily skin and hands, and simple humors 
and blemishes of infants and children prevented and 
cured by that greatest of all Skin Purifiers and Beautifiers, the celebrated Cuticura Soap. 
For the prevention of tan, freckles, and sunburn, and for giving a brilliancy and freshness to the com- 
plexion, Cuticura Soap is incomparably superior to all so-called skin and complexion soaps. 


Sale greater than the combined sale of all other skin soaps. 


WINKs.— Catch me going to Mount Fashion 
another Summer. 

MINKs.— Hot there? 

WINKsS.— No. Cold enough for blankets 
every night. 

MINKs.— Then what was the matter with it? 

WINKS.— They didn’t have the blankets.— 
New York Weekly. 
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KER’S BITTERS 
The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BiIiTTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 


L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 














HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW 1890 MODEL 


HAWKEVE 


DETECTIVE VIEW AUTOMATIC MAGAZINE ALL IN ONE. 
CAMERA. CAMERA. CAMERA. CAMERA. 





If not, send at once for the Hawk-Eye Booklet, containing full description. The perfection of Instantaneous Photographic 


100 pictures without reloading. Prices $15 


to $60. 


When so desired, we will do the developing and finishing. 


Apparatus. 
THE BLAIR CAMERA C@., Manufacturers, also makers of the Celebrated Blair Reversible Back, English Compact, 


and other Cameras, Lenses and Accessories. 
Factories: 471. 4 
918 ARCH STREET, Philadelphia, Pa. 


OR OWNS THE PLACE. 


“I don’t believe in allowing domestics to get the upper 


hand. I make my servant keep her place!’ 
‘You are lucky. Ours never does for more than three 
weeks."’"—American Grocer. 

















It 
season. 
suggestions are al- 
most out of order. 
Just a little hint for fall work; a 
Remington Standard Typewriter. 


is the vacation 
Business 








73. 475. 477 and 484 Tremont Street, Boston, Mass. 
Also sold by Dealers in Photo, Goods everywhere. 91 





Branches: 208 STATE STREET, Chicago, I1,; 





®% ONCE YOU WILL BE 
DELIGHTED 
WITH 


COLGATES 
SHAWN GES 


For sample send 2 cts. box 64.5, New York. 
ED &—IALDRICED 
Srncncay_OW PICT) | 


ASTYPEWRITER 


Catalogue free. Address Typewriter Department, POPE 

















MANUFACTURING CO., Boston, New York, Chicago. t 
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THE FOREMOST COCOA OF EUROPE. HIGHEST AWARDS AT 
Tel THE LEADING COCOA OF AMERICA. THE PRINCIPAL EXHIBITIONS 
Delicious. Easily Digested — Made Instantly. The Original —Take no other. | 


‘Best & Goes Farthest.— Largest Sale in the World.—-Once Tried, nail Used.” 


















To avoid the evil effects of 
Tea and Coffee, use constantly 
VAN HOUTEN’S COCOA, 
which is STRENGTHENING TO 
THE NERVES and a refreshing 











and nourishing beverage. 
One trial of VAN HOUTEN’S 
Cocoa will convince every one 





of its great superiority in 
strength, flavor and economy. 
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UNKIND. LIEBIG For improved and eco- 
| Miss SUMMIT. —Did you have a good time at nomic cookery. Use it 
is for Soups, Sauces, Made 
Long Branch: Dishes, (Game, Fish, 
DASHAWAY.—Exceedingly. Indeed, I had a etc.) Aspic or Meat 
| hard time to get away. Jelly. Keeps perfectly 
Non-Pasonous 





| Miss SuMMit.—No baggage, I presume? in all climates for any 
| —Clothier and Furnisher. length of time, and is 
T cheaper and of finer 

.: ue SAFE FROM HARM. flavor than any other 

SIO ere an S | BENEVOLENT INDIVIDUAL.— Need help again, stock. 








aN ge M. D., writes: , sila at nei | do you, Uncle Ebony? Well, here’s a dollar. 0 i q EEF. gg ge a 
“East Weymouth, Mass., Jan. 23d, 1 _ ave used the | : : : . 
Sanitas’ preparations sent me, and am much pleased with them; | I presume you find it difficult to keep the wolf beef of the value of 
as a disinfectant “1 _ sick ane § it is more agreeable to the | from the door. about $7.50 

atient th t 3 ss . ‘ —— , 
mre > yor oes a: eee DRUGGISTS UNCLE Esony.— I ain’t ’fraid no wolves, sah. G 5 Genuine only with 
For Reports by Medical “ana. ok Experts, prices in bulk, ete., I keep fo’ dogs.—Good News. Justus von Liebig’ 8 


signature as shown. 





pl 
Factory, 636 642" est 55th Street, N.Y. 675 


Media (Pa.) Military Academy; boys. Breeke 


CAUTION 2:2 e mec: | ———— ‘WILHELMSQUELLE 
name and price st: abclaatentin: - Mothers give Angostura Bitters to their children to stop colic 





and looseness of the bowels. Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons, sole (BLUE LABEL) 


| manufacturers. At all druggists. 
MAN is doubtless the noblest work of “God; KRONTHAL 


| but when he gets one of these Little Lord Fauntle- ne Cee 


| roy sashes half a yard wide about his waist one Natural Mineral Waters 





: - ; ‘ mJ ae 
is apt to lose sight of this.—Kate Field's Wash- yom the famous springs of BAD KRONTHAL, TAUNUS, 
ington. | GERMANY. Best of Table waters of great digestive qualities. 
: _ For sale by all leading groceries, liquor dealers and druggists 
| GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. | CALWEY & FELDMANN, NEW YORK, 


SOLE AGENTS. 695 






Breakiast Cocoa 


Is absolutel “tg and 
it is solu 


No Chemicals 


are used in its preparation. It has more 
than three times the strength of Cocoa 
mixed with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economical, 
| costing less than one centacup. It is 
delicious, nourishing, strengthening, Ea- 
SILY DIGESTED, and admirably adapted 
for invalids as well as persons in health. 








W. L. DOUCLAS 
$3 SHOE centitmen. 


& 5 °° Genuine Hand-sewed, an elegant and styl 


ish dress Shoe which commends itsel 
$A.00 Hand sewed Welt, A fine calf Shoo un, Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


4 equalled for style and durability 133 
83.50 srnrenene Welt is the standard dress Shoe, W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass. * 
at a popular price. fd ; 
6g se F ethecman's Shoe is qopeciaity adapted for 
railroad ro farmers, e 
de in Congress, ‘Button and Lace. 


$3 882 SHOES LADIES, 


have been most favorably reosived since introduced 
r Dealer, an he cannot supply you send di- 


i — ewe ene soon peing advertised price price, or a Nay oe 
: Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 for a superb 
box of candy by express, prepaid, east 
} pe ae ay or west of New York. Suit- 
able for presents. Sample orders so- 
licited. Address, FOR WEAK STOMACH, 


C.F. GUNTHER, Gontogtionsr | =| THE HARTFORD SAFETY. | '!MPAIRED DICESTION, 
Traveling Men Smoke and Recommend mn 0 a oe en Se CONSTIPATION, 


Can be adjusted to fit any person, from a boy 
TANS GN ON 5 & i 

















of 12 toa full-grown man, — SICK HEADACHE —_— 


Catalogue Free. 


HARTFORD CYCLE CoO., DISORDERED LIVER, &C. 


HARTFORD, CONN. 
Sold by all Druggists AT 25 CENTS PER BOX. 














. Sie Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, England 
Sic TRANSIT — The Kind called Rapid Transit in New A PREFERRED CREDITOR— One Who Never Presents B. F. ALLEN CO., Sole Agents for United 1 States, 
York.— Texas Siftings His Bill.— Texas —— 5 & $67 Canal Street, New Yo 
. ° a iS>* | 


will 4 your ep tt does not keep them) mail aaa 8 Pills on re. 
ceipt of price— but inquire frst. [Please mention PUcK.] 


7 HA A MMOND ” | ULLAION'S FOUNTAIN PENS 


are the best made. Hold ink for week’s use Price $160 and 














bang rded the First Prize. upwards. AGENTS WANTED. Circulars free. 
GO Aware ME D JT J.C. ULLRICH & CO., 108 Liberty St., New York. 
. PARIS EXPOSITION, 1889. CONSCIENCE is that within us that tells us when 


At a grand concours of typewriters in Paris called by several prominent . ° . . 
scientists of France at the Mayoralty Hall, Second Arrondissement, the | OUT neighbors are doing Ww rong.— The Epoch. 
HAMMOND made a record of one hundred and seventy words per minute; _ _ 
but the others, although present, declined to compete. 


THE HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CO., | RS WRIGHT'S MYRRH TOOTH SOAP. 


44 44 w K Gives Pearly White Teeth, Ruby Gums, Pure Breath, 
me ee one oTEnEr, lag YORK. Oe Cooling and Refreshing. 25 cts. Send for book ‘Care 
77 Nassau St., New York. 116 S. 6th St., Philadelphia. 


k of Teeth” free. Wright & Co., Chemists, Detrvit, Mich. 
198 La Salle St., Chicago. 300 Washington St., Boston. Also in liquid or powder form. 























7\ \ \ 7 kK D K S SWEET CHARITY. 

N HK O A JOHNNY.— Please, Pa, let me have a quarter 
. to give to a poor, lame man. 

Pa.—Who is the poor, lame man, Johnny? 
“cc 4 m > ’ 

You p ess the JOHNNY. — Er—well, Pa, he’s the ticket 

bution seller down at the circus.— West Shore. 

; ONE of the ‘‘old timers” remarked to us the 
we do the rest.” other evening that a know-all friend of his knew 
everything but one thing and that was, he didn’t 
know how much he didn’t know. —Prison Mirror. 
Seven new Styles and Sizes . . 


ALL Loapep with Tyansparent Films. | LADIES WHO VALUE 

















For sale by all Photo Stock Dealers. putadetnannen tee DELICIOUS AND REFRESHING ! 


THE EASTMAN COMPANY, 
Send for titi. ROCHESTER, N. Y. der. It produces a soft and beautiful skin, | weit, aes ERS, DRUG IGISTS, a 


— — —_ - a —— — 


AN EXCEPTIONAL Case. 
JINKs.— I understand that the noted professor who cures hydrophobia BLINKS.— Poor Winks! Then he must really have hydrophobia.— 
refuses to take Winks’s case. New York Weekly. 


NODINNER A 


ts omplete without Soup. 























By Using 


J Armour’s Beef Extract ; k 
P zebcae sak dices come rsa ee In Glass, for the Sic ‘ 


ARMOUR’S EXTRACT, 
FOR 


The Strongest, Richest, Most Nutritious, 


portase ty Songutawens Gveners. en Se OS. SE Marion Harland’s visit to 


the proprietor, ‘that there is dan- : ‘ 
warded the Gold Medal, Paris,1889 ; our establishment, described in 


ger from using our tin cans. But 








SUCRS LsamARy invalids and others who have a . : 
10 cts. ‘ ek i0 cts, prejudice against ‘canned goods’ her al ticle on Soup- Making 
; are quieted ty the knowledge from which the above extract 
10 cts. 10 cts. that their food comes to them in . : A 
glass.’” is taken, convinced her so 


10 cts. 
(0 cts. 


lOcts./ perfectly that our soups were better than anything 

(Octs,| of the kind on the mar- ex ket, and even better 

than home-made, that 4 we are glad to send 

lOcts. | (0 cts. ; 

et ie 0 the article (handsomely 44° bound and illustrated) 

CESe being Puce's Best Things Abou ts. | to any who wish it. a@ Such an article from 

Warm Weather Specialties. SO high an authority 
one of the great value 

° Green Turtle, Terrapin, Chicken, Consom. 

our Consomme, Bouillon, OY  wmé, Purée of Game, Mullagatawny, Mock 


Turtle, Ox-Tail, Tomato, Chicken Gumbo, 


Chicken soup for the sick. French Bouilion, Julienne, Pea, Printanier, 


Mutton Broth, Vegetable, Beef, Clam Broth, 
Clam Chowder, Pearl Tapioca. 






















These soups are all put up in glass as well as in tin. 14 cents 
just pays postage on sample can. Send that much and we will 
return you a sample of your choice. These goods are for sale by 
Fancy Grocers, They are the best and you want ro others. 


Skeleton back or lined, as vou like it. 


‘O2$ mosf AIPAC) Of S]INS 





in the Fopular Straight Sack or Three button 
S$ usosf AapAQ) Of SLISNOAT 


Serges, Flannels, Mohai-s, made to your order 


Cutaway. 


nnn ‘Vi ~_* | The Franco-American Food Co., 


New York. City, ee Gee 
So sand vuln for wind measurement mailed on application. 42 ] ] est Broadway, New } ork. 


Broadway, 
New York City. 


BEST’ COUGH- MEDICINE 






7 
4 


45 SZ 


2LD062. 200654 


[ ADIE BRADYCROTINE 





: OURES WHERE ALL ELSE FAILS. 
es good. Use it im time, 
Sold by Druggists, 





{WUUISMUAIMAE Wd 


S 





will cure your 











Z HEADACHE. 
THIS FUNNY WORLD THIS FUNNY WORLD 
AS “PUCK” SEES IT. AS “PUCK” SEES IT. 
: PRICE, 30 Cts. BY MAIL, 35 Cts. PRICE,30Cts. BY MAIL, 35 Cts. 








- ns a BERGER PA BB 548 WB SG 190 William st, PTR YORK 3 LEIPZIG comm LONDON Garces ; 











ff. Taylor 


BASE AND UNPATRIOTIC. 
‘« It will fan into life the smouldering embers of the race question, which time and education are gradually extinguishing.” — Protest of New York Business-Men against the Lodge Force Bill. 











